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CHAPTEK I.
3. BANNATYNE'S EAES WILL LISTEN.

.! there, what is the good of talking. 
Or," continued the person Avho had 
uttered that hasty ejaculation, " for 
that matter, what is the good of think 
ing about the thing, either."

The last words were, however, 
spoken in a much lower tone, and wound up with 
a sigh.

Mrs. Bannatyne was most truly and thoroughly a 
working woman. Most people in her especial class, 
and indeed, many people out of it, may be said to 
consider that her especial calling placed her in the 
very front ranks of those who are ordinarily called 
workwomen. She . had been a washer-woman for 
more than twenty years of her life.

Honesty in the use, perhaps it should rather be 
said, in the non-use of those cruelly destructive wash 
ing powders, and laborious industry, had won her a 
sufficient measure of success in her calling to enable 
her to employ the aid of several helpers after awhile, 
and of late she had dropped the term "Washer- 

, woman," as applied to herself, and expected to receive 
the more dignified title of " Laundress. ''

But in spite of success, or possibly on account of 
• it, she seemed more entirely taken up with hard 
work than ever.

" Toiling and moiling from morning to night, week 
in, week out," as she put it in a grumbling tone of 
soliloquy that Monday morning. " Never a minute 
to oneself, so to say, let alone any to spare for looking 
after other folks."

And then she wound up uneasy thoughts, as far 
as she could, by the sentences which head this 
chapter.

" But, oh ! there, what is the good of talking. Or, 
for that matter, what is the good of thinking about 
the thing either."

However, whether there were any good or not in 
doing either of these things, Mrs. Bannatyne found 
herself utterly unable to help doing the second of 
them.

The fact was that a most provokingly earnest, 
true-hearted clergyman, had preached a sermon in a 
little iron church she had entered last night. His 
text was so short that no one could help remembering 
it. Only five words—

" Go, and do thou likewise." 
But so far, Mrs. Bannatyne would not have minded 

so much. Of course the text was so familiar to her 
already that she could refuse to be much struck by 
it. The aggravating part of the business was, that 
the preacher was so fully pos-itive that he had been 
commissioned to deliver a message, to those numbers 
of people sitting there before him, that he was 
determined, whether they would hear, or whether 
they would forbear, that he would make them 
hear that message. Compel them to listen to 
what his Master told him to tell them, that neither 
should he be charged with being unfaithful, nor they 
be able to plead for their subsequent disobedience—• 
" We did not know."

" I wonder if you, and you, and you," he exclaimed, 
fervently and anxiously, as he turned to different parts 
of the church. "Ah! I wonder if you, each of you, 
remember that our Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ, 
says that to each of you ? He who loved you so greatly 
that He died for you, tells you of a man who took 
trouble and expense, and inconvenience and fatigue, 
for a stranger, and He winds up this anecdote with the 
plain, simple, downright command to you—

' Go, and do thou likewise.'
And it is no use at all for each one of you here present 
to-night, or for even so much as one of you, to begin 
to make excuse—saying, ' Ah, well, that Samaritan 
was a rich man evidently. He had oil and wine to 
epare, and had no need to go trudging along through 
mud and mire, heat and cold, his life long. He had 
his own beast to ride, easy enough for one like him 
to be generous. But for us, labouring men, poor, 
hard-worked women !'
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cheapest. It was established in 1825, and is sold everywhere in 
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" Yes, my friends, stop there. Our Lord gave His 
earnest command—' Go, and do thou likewise,' to 
each labouring man and hard-worked woman here 
to-night, as surely as He gave it to those who sur 
rounded Him that day. He gave it to all who have 
a few minutes in the day to spare for others, and who 
have the power to speak kind words, the power to 
smile for sympathy, to weep for pity, and to pray. 
He gave this command that we should show our 
faith by our works, to all who have any neighbour 
in want of pity, comfort, kindness, loving thought or 
care, and so He gave it to every creature in the world 
who makes profession of Christianity—' Go, and do 
thou likewise.'"

During his sermon the preacher asked more than 
once,—" Can you honestly say that you gave up any 
little bit of your time during this past week, put 
yourselves to any little scrap of trouble for someone 
else, because of the love and gratitude which you 
profess to bear your Lord ? "

Mrs. Bannatyne certainly professed to he aChristian 
She would have felt herself most cruelly and shame' 
fully insulted if any one had declared her to be Jew 
Turk, Infidel, Heretic, or Heathen. But then—

Yes, just so. It was with her as it is with so many 
of us.—"But then," though she professed Christianity 
she always shut up her ears when that downright 
out-spoken Apostle James would persist in calling 
out so loudly and so distinctly his bold challenge;— 

" Shew me thy faith without thy works, and I wil 
show thee my faith by my works. Faith, if it hath 
not works, is dead."

At least, it should be said that Mrs. Bannatyne 
always hitherto had thus shut up her ears, but since 
that wide-awake, eager, zealous man, had harped 
upon the same string last evening, she found, to her 
dismay arid sore trouble, that her ears had grown 
suddenly self-willed. They refused any longer to be 
deaf just when she happened to find certain sounds 
unwelcome, and so through great part of Sunday 
night, and all through the busy, bustling, Monday 
morning, they listened most diligently, in spite of her 
discontent and muttered grumblings, to those five 
simple words—" Go, and do thou likewise."

They were still ringing in her ears about half-past 
eight in the evening of that cold, blustering, March 
day, as she tramped up and down to get a little warmth 
into her feet whilst a large basket of linen was being 
brought out of a customer's house, and placed in her 
cart.

Suddenly she stood still, startled. Her outward 
ears had caught the repetition of those words, 
through the darkness, as well as those of her mind.

Not a cultivated voice, such as that of the clergy 
man yesterday, nor so free in its loud outspokenness, 
but quite as true and frank in tone was that which 
now so strangely and unexpectedly uttered aloud for 
Mrs. Bannatyne the sentence so vividly occupying 
her mind—

" Go, and do thou likewise."

CHAPTER II.

OBEDIENCE NOT IMPOSSIBLE.

As has been already said, Mrs. Bannatyne had got 
down from her seat in the cart in which she was accus 
tomed to go her rounds on Mondays, to her customers' 
houses, and was walking a few yards up and down the 
street.

At the corner was a hot-potato stall, and in an in 
distinct way she had half-envied the keeper of it that 
cold night, when she came within reach of the warm 
glow from the cooking-stove. But the envy was of a 
very dreamy nature, her mind was too much occupied 
for her to be very fully alive to the biting air. It was 
only when she heard those quietly-spoken words that 
she was aroused to full consciousnessofanother person's 
close neighbourhood. With a startled ejaculation, she 
turned short round, asking in something of an in 
dignant tone:—

" What did you say—did you speak to me ? "
And then becoming aware that her accent, if not her 

words had produced surprise, at least as great as that 
she had herself experienced a minute before, she came 
to a pause, abashed, and contemplated the picture 
before her. It was a very pleasant one.

A girl, aged one or two and twenty, perhaps, pretty 
and neat, and with a look of intelligence and good 
temper on her face, sat beside her small stock in trade, 
the well-kept and furbished up cooking stove, sur 
rounded by its own cheerful circle of light, the large 
basket of yet uncooked potatoes at her feet, and the

supplies of pepper and salt ready to hand that were to 
give the requisite touch of savouriness to the mer 
chandise she dealt in.

Only one customer stood beside the stall at the 
present minute, a very ragged, shoeless little " Echo " 
boy with one of the big, baked dainties in his two 
skinny and half-numbed hands.

He had just broken it open, close up to his face, and 
cautiously, as though he felt that he had justly 
bought steam, and warmth, and scent and all, and 
did not intend to let the greedy, cold night air get 
any more of his purchase than he could help.

Mrs. Bannatyne stood for several seconds contem 
plating this picture before she could find another word 
to say for herself. Meantime the girl, with her 
fingers still continuing to knit busily, kept her bright 
eyes fixed enquiringly upon her questioner. Even the 
small newspaper boy was roused by the fresh incident 
into withdrawing his eyes for a few instants from his 
supper. At last our friend recovered presence of mind 
enough to repeat the first part of her short speech, 
with an apologetic preface.

" I beg your pardon, my dear, I'm sorry for start 
ling you so, but really, what did you say just now, 
if you don't mind telling me. I can't feel that sure 
that I heard right."

But she had heard quite correctly, and she heard 
the words again once more as a shy, stammering 
tongue repeated them. Mrs. Bannatyne literally 
gasped with surprise.

" Well, now," she ejaculated ; " How odd, the very 
text as I have had running in my head all day. But 
s:iy now, my girl, what use do you make it out to be 
to sush as you and I, who have to work hard enough, 
goodness knows, to get our crust and a place to sleep 
in for ourselves, let alone going and doing for other 
folks. I don't see the use of throwing such texts at 
poor people's heads."

The precocious little London boy took a step closer 
to her, and lifting up face and hands and potato all 
together nodded his head at her gravely.

" Don't you ? " he said, " I do then, shouldn't have 
yesterday, nor the day before, but I do now. She's 
just been and told me as I may lie here t'night close 
agin the fire, and she'll wrap me up comforble with 
ther pertater sack, till she goes off a'tween one and 
two. Saturday she ordered me and little Ned off 
when we was a goodish bit a warmin' our/fingers.' 1 

Mrs Bannatyne drew in her under lip for a 
minute tightly, before asking her small informant;— 
" Well child, and what then. Why doesn't she order 
you off again now ? "'

The boy nodded his head again sagaciously—" It's 
along o'those words you heard, she ses. She ses the 
parson of the iron church down there preached them 
last night, and said as everybody had a somethink as 
they could give, and so she minded as she'd got a bit 
o'warmth as she could give, and she gives it to me. 15 

" Ah! and what have you to give," asked the laun 
dress quickly, with a sort of vague hope that she might 
find some one to support her in the idea that she, at 
any rate, and some others, had nothing they could 
part with for their neighbour's good. But she was 
disappointed, and after all she was secretly glad.

" What can I give," repeated the child promptly, 
" Why I can give her that I think she's-—she's—as 
good as the mealiest pertater she over baked, and 
that I'll give over plaguing of her as I have done.

He waited a moment, then resumed resolutely— 
li Yes, that I will. I'll go to night school as she 
wishes me, twice & week, and learn to be as like she 
as I can."

' As like He, our dear clergyman tells of," corrected 
the girl in a low voice.

And Mrs. Bannatyne returned home even more 
thoughtful than she came out.

Two people far poorer than herself had found out 
a way to pour in oil and wine for the comfort and 
heering of a neighbour. "And she'll likely be the 

saving of that boy," she murmured, with dim eyes. 
Well, well, please the Lord, I'll take heart, and see 

if I too cannot yet go and do likewise."
GEACE.

NEW VOLCANIC ISLAND.—A new volcanic island 
s appeared off Cape Eeykjanes, at the south-west 

point of Iceland. It was first noticed at the end of 
July, after several earthquake shocks; but no one has 
yet landed on its shores, and part of the cone already 
appears to have given way. Such islands have 
repeatedly appeared in the same district since Iceland 
was first colonized, and at the end of last century 

similar temporary formation was occupied by the 
Danes as " New Island," but it disappeared in less 
;han a month.
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CHAPTER VII.

" THE KIND OF PEOPLE."

\0 one came to claim my little waif, 
washed up at the turn of the tide upon 
a strange coast.

Of course, for nine days he was the 
wonder of Caistor-on-the-Wold.

I had many visitors, and curiosity 
about him was on every side. 

"Of course you can't keep him, Charlotte Denzil," 
said the Misses Smith—"Even we should think 
ourselves too young and inexperienced for such a 
charge ; and for you it is out of the question."

" You must send the child to the Workhouse, Charlotte," said Mrs. Buckstone solemnly, " You 
cannot keep it."

' It's a lovely boy," said Miss Baker, " and my 
brother says; 'perfect in every respect,' but he fears 
you will find it a great charge, Charlotte."

All these remarks made but little impression on 
me. If I could but win over Abigail to my side, I 
did not care. I was, as I have said, not easily advised.

Every day that passed I felt a step in the right di 
rection was taken; and every day the child grew 
more fascinating, and won every heart. He could not 
have been forward in talking, for many children of 
his age pronounced words, and even put them to 
gether ; but in all other things he was wonderfully 
bright and intelligent, and he showed the most marked preference for me.

My father watched him with a sort cf masculine 
wonder, and begun to be proud of him.

" Well, Lottie," he said, one evening after supper, 
when I was seated on my low stool by him, " So you want to keep this youngster ? "

" Oh ! yes, father, please let me, I shall be so happy 
then, and never lonely any more when you are out on your long rounds."

"Poor little woman,"my father said, "is she often lonely ? "
" Sometimes, but never if I have the boy." 
" Well, well; keep him till he is called for; but, Lottie, you must remember how uncertain life is, and 

I may be taken from you, and then what will you 
do with this burden ? Or, you may marry, Lottie, 
and the gentleman may object. "

"That's a very distant prospect, father—there is no one to marry in Caistor."
My father was smoking, and whiffed out a long curl of smoke from his pipe. I did not mind it—my 

mother had always allowed him a pipe after supper, and why should I object to it ?
" There are other places than Caistor, Cftarlotte, ' 

and as many fish in the sea as ever came out of it. 
I saw Baker to-day. He says the Eector is on 
his last legs, and that this relation of his who is com 
ing will have to do all the work, which is not much for the parish."

"I saw Miss Goodlake to-day; she does not think the Eector so ill."
" No ; we never see the danger of anybody we love, 

as I know to my cost "—and my father sighed. " I 
could not see when your mother was dying by inches—talked of the warm weather setting her up— 
and talked of taking her away for change. She was 
a good woman, and ready to go; but she has left a desolate place in my heart, though I bustle about and 
seem the same. I am not the same, Charlotte, nor ever shall be again. Have you been at Crowhurst lately p " he asked, after a pause. 
, " Not since the storm, a fortnight ago to-morrow ; 
but Adelaide has been here since, with that dreadful giant—her Dutch cousin."
« vi (£tfM say s^e *s g°i»g to marry him," my father saw, ihen poor Phil will be out of it altogether. £oor lad ! he won't live long; and this cousin will De master of the place, I suspect, sure enough." 

-L had promised Adelaide to go out to Crowhurst
th^fivsf P-MZ-E TOR LA1JNPR^ WOBK.—The Laundress who vvoa Toroiin PrnZie 1]? competition for the best got up linen, at the Starch (AB ') Exhibitio»> usod Keckitt's Paris Ulue and

the next day. She had complained of my not doin< 
so before; but I could not leave my little chargi 
unless Abigail was in a good humour, and my onlj 
opportunity of getting out was in the morning when 
he regularly took a long sleep.

Things were propitious the next afternoon—a lovely 
fair April afternoon. My father had gone out for the 
day to a farm auction, and Abigail volunteered to 
take the child under her care.

I set off as on that other afternoon of the storm, 
after I had had my dinner, and returned again 
and again to kiss the baby, who laughed and cooec 
as I ran back to him—tied in a high chair that had 
been placed whence he could watch Abigail at her 
work in the kitchen.

" You won't let him fall out of the chair, Abigail ? "
" Did I ever let you fall out? " was the rejoinder. 

" What are you going to call him ?—I am tired of 
saying ' he and him,' for my part ? "

" Then you are going to promise to be kind to him, 
Abigail; you don't mind having him ? "

" Well, I can't turn him out—it is not my house," 
was the response.

But I saw a twinkle in Abigail's eye, and at 
the corner of her thin lips a suppressed smile. 
To my joy she took the child from the chair, and 
hugging him, said—'' He is a jewel; that's what he 
is ; and I would not lose him now I've got him for 
fifty pounds."

The victory, as far as Abigail was concerned, was 
won, and I went off with a light heart.

It was an afternoon when everything was rejoicing. 
The beautiful yearly awakening of birds and flowers, 
and the time of the singing birds was come.

Spring time always wakens an echo in all hearts, 
and there are few indeed who have not felt its power. 

I had dispensed with my heavy cloak, though Abi 
gail repeated her favourite rhyme, as she saw me 
take out my gray cloth pelisse and tuscan bonnet—

Till the month of May is out, 
Cast not either rag or clout; 
Sunshine may be warm and bright, 
But Eastern winds know how to bite.

I thought I would call at the Eectory, as I passed, 
to inquire for the Eector.

I found Miss Goodlake in the sitting-room with an 
old red account book; and standing by her side look 
ing at a list of names, was a tall man dressed like a 
clergyman, whom I instantly guessed was the new 
curate.

"Ah ! my dear," Miss Goodlake said, "How are 
you to-day ? Here, this is the gentleman to whom 
you wrote for me. Theodore, this is Charlotte 
Denzil—a very good little friend of mine, who .jvrote 
that letter for me in her nice, pretty hand."

A pair of honest, clear eyes met mine, and a bright 
smile illuminated what I dare say some people 
would call a plain face.

( ' I am very glad to see the writer of that letter," 
he said. " It was so easy to read. I ought to be 
grateful it was not crossed, and without a postscript."

" How is the Eector to-day," I asked of Miss 
Goodlake.

"Oh, better my dear; quite brisk. Talks of 
reading one of the lessons on Sunday. But no, 
no, I shan't quite allow this, Charlotte. I wish 
you would show Theodore the way to Crowhurst. 
He ought to call there, and then you can tell him 
any other little thing about the parcel."

"I am going to Crowhurst," I said, "to see Ade 
laide. I shall be very glad to talk there with Mr. 
Durant."

We were off in another ten minutes, and as we 
passed the church the door was open. Cleaning was 
going on for the late Easter, which fell this year 
nearly at its latest date.

Mr. Durant turned into the porch where old Betty 
Salt, as Abigail would have inelegantly expressed it, 
was muddling about with a pail and brushes, while 
her daughter from within was bawling out to her 
in a harsh, discordant voice, to get her some more 
soap and scouring flannel for the pulpit steps.

Alas ! alas ! what a spectacle that fine old Norman 
Church displayed of neglect and untidyness.

I was so used to it that it could not have struck 
me as it did my companion.

He looked round him with a sad, earnest, wist- 
fulness in his clear eyes, while I saw him give his 
shoulders an expressive shrug.

Tattered green baize hung infestoons of dust and rags 
from the high pews, with a brass railing sticking out 
tare and there. The benches at the lower end of 
;he church were worm eaten and crazy: a back jj

broken in one. a leg in another! A gallery ran 
along at the west-end, where the singers were 
perched on Sundays to keep out of time and tune, 
with a barrel-organ, which was wound round and 
round by Jem Betty's son.

A beautiful rood screen, richly carved, separated 
the body of the church from the chancel. Over this 
the spiders hung their webs in many a fantastic form, 
and in the carved foliage of the top a robin built 
her nest, and not one of her young was disturbed. 
Beyond the rood screen things were even worse. The 
pavement broken and defaced, the Holy Table covered 
with a green baize eloth, which when removed three 
times a year, for the celebration of the communion, 
only showed a red cover, faded and worn, where the 
three letters which tell so great a story had been 
worked in gold thread, had all vanished, and hardly to be deciphered.*

A beautiful building, filled with earnest worship 
pers, is now a living witness of what may be done, 
and, looking back, I think we may thankfully say 
that a church in this disgraceful condition of decay 
and neglect is not now to be found in England.

The roof of the chancel was in so bad a condition 
that the rain dropped freely on the heads of the 
people who passed under it, and the grand Norman 
pillars, with their noble girth, and the rood screen, 
were the only parts of the chancel that had defied the' 
ravages of time and the carelessness of successive Eectors.

Betty Salt and her daughter were profuse with their bob-curtseys, and Betty said:—
" You should show his reverence the old chapel, 

with the tombs, Missie." We went round accord 
ingly to the chapel, where the bones of the old 
Barons lay. There were, as I have said before, no in 
scriptions, but the arms and cypher of the family 
were on a brass shield let into the side of one of the monuments.

Old Betty stumbled after us to the chapel, for it 
was her province to show this church to the few trangers who visited it.

" That's reckoned a very fine tomb, your reverence. 
The great lord, whose figure you see, was a knight 
a pretty long time back, that's why his legs is rossed, and his lady——."

Mr. Durant turned away, he did not drop the ex 
pected gratuity into Betty's hand, but said, as we left ;he church:—

" Thank you, my good woman, we shall know each 
other better before long, I hope."

"You'll excuse'the place being all of a muck, sir "; 
said the daughter, who began to guess who the 
strange clergyman was; " but we always have a 
ihorough good cleaning up for Easter, and lay down 

rushes and sand, or new hay, on Easter-eve."
Mr. Durant said no more, but walked quietly 

away.
Evidently, he did not like to say too much in dis- 

mragement of the church, to which, by the failing 
lealth of the Eector, he had been called to minister. 
3ut he asked :—

"How often is there service in this church?" 
" Twice on Sundays, generally," I answered. 
"Generally?"
" I mean," I went on, " that since Mr. Goodlake
s been so feeble he has not been able to get through

more than one service. He never preaches more than
>nce, at least he has not done so since I was quite a
ittle girl.';

" And how did you get on last Sunday ? " 
" Mr. Garret came over from Spilsby in the morn- 

ng, and did the duty. It is a fine old church, is it 
lot," I asked.

' Yes, but in a sad condition all through/' he replied, ' Well, in time, I hope, please God, to see a change. 
Caistor folks seem well-to-do and respectable. Why 
hould the House of God alone show signs of utter 
eglect and disuse."

We were out in the Oversand Eoad now, and walk- 
ng towards Crowhurst, where the dark firs were 
hovving well against a light clear sky.

Mr. Durant talked brightly and pleasantly of many 
iiings. He did not persecute me with questions,

* This description is almost precisely the account 
*iven to me of the condition of a church in Glouces- 

rshive fifty years ago, by a friend who accepted the 
ivmg, chiefly because he hoped to begin a work of 
enovation, and bring in the people to the deserted 
hurch.

REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by sing HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. BEWABD !!—Purity, Health, and erfeet Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure Dur oApin fine powder, and dissolves immediately in Hot or Cold Water. ".BEIUSB IMITATIONS-INSIST UPON HUDSON'S." (Auvi.)
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hut he managed to draw from me a great deal of 
information about this out of the way corner by the 
Eastern Counties, where he had come to make his 
home,

I told him of the storm, and the little waif washed 
up on the beach by the surging billows. I told him 
of my longing to keep the child, and how such an 
occupation would be a continued delight to me. I 
told him of the stories that were circulating of the 
wickedness of the Oversand people, and that the 
black-eyed woman, whom they called Sue, had very 
willingly given me the child, when she found he had 
nothing valuable

on % fife of Si. Icier.

St. Peter and Cornelius.—Acts x. 1, 24. 
HIS interesting story is important as mark 

ing a new chapter in the history of the 
church. Up to this time, none but Jews 
had had the gospel preached to them. 
Now the gentiles were to begin sharing 
the blessing, Csesarea was a large town, 
having a breakwater built out into the 

sea for a harbour. Cornelius, who lived at Cissarea,

about him, only
a sort of medal
tied with blue
ribbon round his
neck. I will
show it to you
some day. It is
the figure of a
man, with a little
child on his
shoulders.

" No doubt it
is the story of
St. Christopher,"
Mr. Durant said,
" who, taking a
little child to
carry him over a
deep river, ex 
pected to sink.
But the child's
hand pointed him
to a shallow place,
and he got over
safely. It is the
old story of how
the weak can help
the strong, all
unawares." 

" I think I
shall call mj boy
Christopber," I
said. " It is a
nice name, .and
such a nice rea 
son for it.

" And who
looks after these
people at Over- 
sand P " Mr.
Durant asked
presently. 

" No 6ne. They
are really too bad
and wicked to do
anything for."

I shall never 
forget the look 
which was bent
on , me — stern, 
yet pitying.

" Then, what is 
to become of you 
and me ?"

I blushed. I 
hardly knew why, 
and I said hastily, 

" But indeed, 
they are very 
wild and . bad. 
One of the 
preachers from 
the chapel went 
there one even 
ing last summer, 
and tried to talk 
to them ; but one 
man dodged him 
behind the sand 
hills as he came 
home, and hit
him a blow on his head, and robbed him of 
watch. That is the kind of people they are."

" Ah! yes, this very kind of people He came to seek 
and save. The very kind of people of whom He said, 
''There is joy in the presence of the angels of God 
when one repents.' Please God we may see the 
Oversand folks answering to His call one day."

(To lie continued.} •' ' 

. GRIEF AND JOY.—No man imparleth his joy to his 
friends but he joyeth the more, and no man imparteth 
his gfiefs but he grieveth the less.

his was a Eoman, and -lie evidently must have been a 
man of good family and high position. He was a 
soldier in command of 100 men. In the New Testa 
ment we read more than once good things of centur 
ions (St. Luke vii. 4, 5 ; St. Matt, xxvii. 54). Of 
Cornelius we read much that was good. He was 
" devout; " he " feared God ; " he " gave alms," and 
he " prayed always." And not only was Cornelius 
himself a God-fearing man, " all his house" are 
mentioned (v. 2) as fearing God. A godly man will, 
if possible, take care that his household serve God.

He will wish that all in his house should join him in 
treading the heavenly way. The character that God 
gave of Abraham was, " I know him that he will 
command his children and his household after him, 
and they shall keep the way of the Lord " (Gen. xviii. 
19). Abraham did not allow matters to go on in his 
household anyhow. He commanded his children 
and servants in the right way, Cornelius probably so 
acted also. It must have been a blessed household, 
and it is ever so when master, children, and servants, 
are together seeking to serve God. We should notice 
the character of Cornelius' prayers (v. 2). He

" prayed to God 
always," and the 
word here liter 
ally means be- 
seecliing. Cor 
nelius was in ear 
nest when he 
prayed, and. it 
seems we may 
gather that he 
was specially ask 
ing something 
from God, and 
that what-he did 
ask was more 
light, more teach 
ing in heavenly 
things. Cornelius 
did not yet know 
Christ, and his 
religion, though 
far better than 
that, of other 
Romans, did not- 
satisfy him. It 
is a blessed thing 
to know that those 
who really seek 
God will find 
Him. God sent 
one of His bright 
angels to tell 
Cornelius that his 
prayer was heard. 
It was about 
three o'clock in 
the day, and. 
Cornelius saw 
" e v ide n tly," 
clearly, his hea 
venly visitor, and 
looking up in 
fear, asked, 
" What is it, 
Lord?" He is 
told that his 
prayers have 
" come up as a 
memorial before 
God " (v. 4).. 
No man ever yet 
sought in vain. 
God has pro 
mised, and He 
has Mailed His 
word, " Ye shall 
seelc_ ME and find 
ME " (Jer. xxix. 
13); "Thenshall 
we know, if we 
follow on to know 
the Lord "(Hosea 
vi. 3); see also 
(Is. xlv. 19, and 
St. John vii. 17). 
Cornelius was 
not one of God's 
favoured people,, 
the Jews, but the • 
time had now 
come when others 
besides Jews were 

been the specialto be blessed. The Jews had _--- . . 
people. That nation had been as a piece of land 
enclosed by a wall, and God built that ..wall, and 
set the Jews apart from all other people 
(Dent. vii. 1-6). But was that wall to stand .for 
ever ? No, it was to be done away by the gospel _of 
Jesus Christ, which would embrace Jew and Gentile 
all over the world. " He is our peace, who hath 
made both one, and hath broken down the middle 
wall of partition between us," i.e., between Jews 
and Gentile (Eph. ii. 14). God's word now is " who-
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soever " (Rom. x. 12,13). This world-wide invitation 
is a great encouragement. It is also a solemn warn 
ing, as every soul is now " without excuse." We 
now come to St. Peter's part in this history. Peter 
had to be specially prepared to do this work. Why 
so ? Because it would he contrary to his own mind 
and will. As a Jew, Peter had heen brought up to 
Lave nothing to do with the Gentiles. God was now 
about to send him to Gentile. To prepare him for 
it, God gives him a vision on the housetop. He sees 
a great sheet let down from heaven, wherein were all 
manner of four-footed beasts of the earth, and wild 
beasts,'and creeping things, and fowls of the air" 
(v. 11, 12). The Jewish laws were very strict con- 
.cerning what might be eaten, and what might not be 
eaten—various animals and all "creeping things" 
were forbidden. Yet, Peter was now commanded to 
arise, " kill, and eat." Though he was " very hungry,"

-as we are told in a previous verse, he refused to obey 
the command. Then God's message 
came to him, " What God hath cleansed 
that call not thou common." What 
God had cleansed, Peter must be
-willing to receive. The vision : was 
repeated three times, toenforcethe lesson,' 
.and then Peter* had only a little time in 
which to consider the matter before all 
was made clear to him in .the arrival of 
Cornelius' messengers to fetch him. In 
.obedience to the voice of the Spirit 
(v. 19), he is willing and ready to go. 
He sees now what God's plan is, and 
though it was contrary to his own way, 
he was ready for it. In following God
-we must continually be : ready to give, 
up our own ivill and our own ^vay. 
Let this be one lesson'from our subject. 
And let us also learn the blessedness of 
God's " whosoever "—the message of 
the gospel of Christ now given in His 
name, to " all people, and kindred, and 
nations!, and tongues." Have we ac 
cepted the message ?

M. E.

READING ALOUD.—A very pleasant 
habit i'or home life is that of reading 
aloud; some pleasant book in the even 
ings ; and if the selection of the book 
is wise it certainly makes the liorhe 
circle very attractive, and lightens 'the 
drudgery of the mother, who often sits 
after tea with her basket of stockings to 
be darned, and who has- a dreary time 
if each member of the family who d.oes" 
not go out takes his or her paper.or book,: 
as I have often seen, and subsides into 
their own interesting reading, leaving. 
her to her own meditations. A book 
read aloud at home gets a charm apart 
from itself. Sometimes;its very name 
will conjure up in our memories scenes 
in the far past—the pleasant family 
circle, then, perhaps, unbroken; the 
cheerful fireside, and frequently, too, the 
comments upon what is being read, 
which add to the interest and give a 
newer insight. The same association 
applies to a piece of work which is in 
operation while any book is being read. 
—Soutli anil West.

A-EESTOEAT-IVE. — If- any one "is 
fatigued the best restorative is hot milk, 
a tumbler of the beverage as hot as it 
c.tn be sipped. This is fa.r more of a 
restorative than any alcoholic drink.

next birthday \ " A sigh interrupted his musings, as 
a feeling of regret swept through his mind that he 
could not put the dial of time back a few years. 
Memory of wasted opportunities, lost chances, 
deepened the shadow on his brow; but these ghosts 
of the past were scattered by the comforting recol 
lection that years bring experience, and experience is 
a safeguard against other failures. Recovering his 
habitual elasticity of spirits, and remembering that 
hope stimulates the energies, while regrets weaken 
them, he began to think of his new possibilities ; an 
account of which, were faithfully given to his sister 
Margaret in the letter that he dropped into the post 
office.

This done, Edgar debated within himself as to .how 
he should spend the rest of the evening. He had but 
few friends in the neighbourhood of his lodgings, 
which were situated in Lenham, a pleasant suburb in 
thenorth-eastdistrict. Acquaintances he had many, and

Tjr'E NEW YEAR.—" The chosen time to lead a purer life."— Page 32.

CHAPTER I.

IITTLE Madge believes in me if no one 
else does." Edgar Hanbury placed the 

.letter he had just written into the en 
velope, as he gave himself this some 
what doubtful consolation. He put on 

, . . his great coat and hat, and started for 
the post; his pleasant-looking countenance wore an 
unusually thoughtful expression and his mind seemed 
absorbed in reflection.

" I hope I shan't disappoint her—anyhow, I'm 
going to try"after it, as I've told her in the letter. . I 
certainly ought to be getting on now—six-and-twenty

there were numerous.'ways in which he. could have 
passed the .time ; but his mind bent on new -resolu 
tions,' and in. prospect of this lucrative-situation for 
which he was .trying, he did not feel'inclined to. "tread- 
the old paths.' He sauntered down the high-street of 
Lenham. The gas was ablaze and the shops looked 
cheerful. A few stalls lined the roadside, making, 
with their flaring jets of light a small illumination' 
on their own account. . . 

He passed the railway station ; a train.was just in, 
and passengers, were hurrying hither and thither. 
Should he take the train and go down and see little 
Madge ? as he always called his sister on the strength 
of his six years seniority. No—he was no favourite 
with Aunt Thewley, and she was never pleased to. 
see him—besides he had just posted a letter to 
Margaret who, to his endless regret, lived with her 
aunt. . 
. He would not be too late to.get to some place of

amusement he hastily thought over several in his 
mind; his feet were already turning station ward 
when he paused as thought flew into a fresh channel. 

" I did promise to go one night," he mused, " and 
that Mr. Effingham is a rery pleasant fellow—this 
is Thursday, and it does not begin till a quarter to 
eight." '

This resolve brought fresh cogitations to his mind; 
lie paused with a perplexed look as, from the light of 
the lamp under which he stood, he ruefully survej'ed 
something he drew hastily froni his pocket. .

It was a rather shady-looking white handkerchief 
which Edgar had intended replacing by a fresh one, 
but in his hurry to post the letter it had been altogether 
forgotten. •; ; •::._...

He was particular in these small but important 
matters. Madge always said the secret of his pleasant 
appearance was as much owing to the freshness of 
his attire as to his own personal good looks, and she 

felt a pride in her brother because it 
was so. " See him when you may," she 
would say with exultation, " he is always 
tidy, he detests a dishabille as much as I do." . ..-..-•

As he stood beneath'the lamp, Edgar 
certainly looked as though he detested 
the hue of his handkerchief at that 
moment. Not that it was really so bad
—"but then it wasn't fresh," he told 
himself, and certainly it did not quite 
correspond with the collar and wrist 
bands beneath his great coat.

His countenance brightened ; a bril 
liant idea occurred to him : he would 
buy a new one ready hemmed ; it would 
be so much easier than going home 
for another; and then he would go 
into the temperance meeting. He had 
been so often invited by the clergyman 
of the parish church at which Edgar, 
when he spent his Sunday in Len 
ham, generally attended. He now care 
fully commenced looking about him. 
Drapers were by no means scarce in 
that locality, and he was soon at the 
door of Messrs. Kebble Brothers.

• As he was about to enter he noticed 
two'persons behind him, and stepped 
politely back, holding the door open 
for them to pass in1;.before him. Then- 
he found himself in the well-lighted 
shopj with - its temptingly laid out 
counters," and row's of : chairs occupied 
by many minded purchasers. ; .'. , . .'. .

A little out of his element, he looked 
with bewilderment about him, and stood 
awkwardly by the chairs of ;the two 
females who had entered with him.

" Being served sir ? what may we 
have the pleasure of showing you? '' 
Declining the proffered chair.Edgar ex 
pressed a wish to see some white pocket- 
handkerchiefs. " I'm rather in a hurry," 
he .ventured to-say as the: shopwalker, 
rubbing ;his hands and ;b'e.aming affably, 
went off with a promise-of sending some 
one to serve him. • .-.-.. :.

It was the '-busy time of- the even'-; 
ing,-the period between tea and- supper 
when a convenient hour is.fourid. by; 
hard-working mothers; and others, whose 
days are fully employed,.to do a "little 
shopping." The shop was full; -a brisk 
trade goiag on,- and the sending'" some 
one" to serve Edgar was not so easy a 
matter. , . - • ;

His attention was "drawn to the
couple nearest to him, evidently mother and daughter 
by the likeness. They .also were waiting till " some 
one " was -at leisure to attend to them. Part of 
their conversation reached his ears; it accounted 
for the anxious . look of their faces. Thus, uninten 
tionally, he learnt something of their circumstances.

" Are you being served, sir ? " A young lady pre 
sented herself in front cf him with the inquiry. ;

"Pocket handkerchiefs, if you pleasej white ones: 
ready hemmed." ,

The _ article required was placed before him for 
inspection and his choice was soon made. Their came 
the bill and the waiting for " cash " to see that all 
was right. While this was going on and his: change' 
being procured for him, he was again :at leisure,'to 
note the couple in whom he began to; take an interest.- 
They also were being waited on. That is to say they 
had the attention of the shop-wnlker, and one of his 
assistants, who with him was listening to an explana--
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tion. But the genial expression had died away from 
that worthy man's face; he no longer rubbed his 
hands ; but with knitted brow and stern disapproval, 
looked at the young lady behind the counter, and 
from her to his would-be customers.

" Under such circumstances we could not think of 
allowing credit," he said, with a glance at the well- 
worn clothing of those he addressed.

It was with an evident effort that the pause which 
followed was broken by the younger of the two 
women. Her voice almost trembled with suppressed 
feeling as she replied, " Couldn't you—possibly let 
me have the wool without paying for it—if you only 
would," she added eagerly before the shopkeeper 
could silence her pleading by another refusal, " I 
could finish my work and then I should have the 
money to come and pay you. I should not indeed 
keep you long without—that is my name and 
address." She tended him a piece of paper which 
he pushed almost roughly aside as he answered 
" We only allow credit to customers who are sure to 
pay us, and never to those we know nothing about.' 
With this decisive reply the head of the drapery estab 
lishment, who was noted for his business-like accom 
plishments, terminated the interview by almost tiltin_ 
the two—to his way of thinking—unreasonable cus 
tomers from their seats, in order to put their chairs 
at the disposal of more profitable and proper-minded 
purchasers.

More sad and drooping, even than when they 
entered, both mother and daughter rose from their 
seats. The piece of paper the girl held in her 
iiand fluttered to the floor, as with weary step and 
painfully flushed cheeks she followed her mother to 
the door.

It remained unnoticed by all, perhaps, in that busy 
throng save one—Edgar had heard and seen. An un 
comfortable feeling towards the shop-walker brought 
a bright flush into his cheeks ; he stooped and 
picked up the paper from the floor: hesitated a 
moment and finally turned towards the counter again. 

From the young lady who had waited on the two 
ladylike but poorly dressed females he ascertained 
their requirements.

In a few moments a large bundle composed of all 
the newest shades of wool was made up and paid for, 
and Edgar, with a boy to accompany him, set off for 
the direction he held in his hand.

He would have delivered the parcel himself, had 
not a fear that his generous action might be dis 
covered.

He was a few shillings the poorer in pocket; and 
this out of a narrow income was no trifle ; but if he 
had had to go without his dinner for a whole week 
afterwards, he could not have resisted the impulse of 
helping, by a small act of kindness, to chase the care 
worn furrows from these two anxious faces.

Alas, he had no mother himself, but he had a sister, 
and in memory of that sister whom, notwithstanding 
his many faults, he dearly loved, he acted to all 
women as he would have others act to her.

Away from the blazing thoroughfares, into the 
quiet, respectable streets of Lenham, he walked with 
his companion : fancying as he did so how the girl's 
young face would brighten as she looked at her trea 
sures and wondered who had sent them. Her name 
and address were carefully written on the packet, with 
the addition of the word " paid."

At last the house was reached—No. 16, Crossmore 
Street, and while his messenger knocked and delivered 
the goods, Edgar crossed to the other side of the way, 
where he could see without being seen.

The young girl herself came to the door; congra 
tulating himself on his forethought he hastened in 
the direction where the temperance meeting was to 
be held; memory of the young stranger's perplexed 
and varying countenance, as she received his un 
known gift from the boy, cheering his mind for the 
rest of the evening.

But surmise as Edgar might, he could not fully 
realize the real value of his gift. As he had con 
jectured, by her earnest pleading to the obdurate 
shopman for credit, it was the means by which the 
girl provided bread for herself and mother. On this 
account alone it was welcome. But it brought a glad 
sense of rejoicing to her heart, it was like an angel's 
gift. She felt God really had sent it—there was a 
feeling of being brought nearer to Him by it; for 
whoever had done it He had put it into the heart; 
after this she felt there could never be doubt of His 
loving care lor those who put their trust in Him.

Of course the precious gift furnished a topic of 
wonder. Who had sent it ? Perhaps Mr. Kebble 
had relented and they were indebted to him—but 
memory of his countenance, as he nearly pulled their 
seats from under them, banished that idea; and they

could but conjecture, till with a sudden touch of in 
spiration the younger occupant of the small but 
tastefully arranged room (with its good old-fashioned 
furniture, speaking as such garniture of homes can 
of better days and happier times) paused in her plea 
sant occupation of wool shading, and looked eagerly 
at her mother.

" What is it, my dear ? "
" Mother, do you think it possible, that—that," 

she hesitated with heightened colour, scarcely liking 
to speak her thoughts, " young man who was standing 
by could have sent it ? "

" I should scarcely think so—it is more the act of 
some thoughtful elderly person," mused her mother, 
"or, perhaps, one of the young ladies behind the 
counter has sent it—there is no knowing; it has 
helped us out of a sore strait," she added with a 
grateful sigh.

The young girl also might have been of her mother's 
opinion, as to the donor of the welcome gift, could 
she have divested her memory of a pair of kind- 
looking eyes, eloquent with sympathy, that had met 
her own as she turned from her seat and walked 
towards the shop door. " He has a kind heart, who 
ever he was," she mused.

This summing up of our hero was correct. Bat 
like most persons he had two sides to his character, 
and certain of his relatives who knew the_other side, 
might have been surprised at the verdict, and the 
incident of which he had been the author. But, 
notwithstanding all he was, or was not, Edgar Han- 
bury was no one's enemy but his own.

CHAPTER II.

THE following morning Margaret Hanbury received 
her brother's letter. His hope of improving his 
position and his new resolves were communicated 
with much satisfaction to Aunt Thewley.

"Not likely he will get it—I don't believe he will 
even try!"

"But he says he will," Margaret answered, with 
some hesitancy, as she cast a distressed look at her 
relative's irascible countenance.

" He says so! " Withering contempt made the 
pronoun most emphatic. " I should just like to know 
what he wouldn't say—if you asked him to procure 
;you the moon, or to ensure the sun shining for every 
hour in the twenty-four, he'd say he would manage 
it, and it is as likely he would tliat as any other thing 
he promised. Take my word for it, my dear," added 
Mrs. Thewley, with a mixture of sorrow and anger in 
her voice, " that you are leaning on a reed."

Margaret stooped to caress the large grey Persian 
cat, that was curled up asleep on a dainty looking 
ottoman by the side of the fire. Not that she had a 
particular affection for " Princess," for she was as 
Margaret, and even her own mistress could have tes 
tified, had she not been so blinded to her imperfec 
tions of temper, by her rare beauty, anything but a 
treasure to the small household at Hadlow Cottage ; 
which consisted of Mrs. Thewley, her niece Mar 
garet, and Sophia, the trusty domestic, who had been 
in her mistress's employment since the day when the 
latter came a bride to her pretty home.

But Margaret wanted to hide her tears just now, 
tears of mortification that all her efforts, to create in 
Aunt Thewley's mind a favourable opinion of her 
much loved brother Edgar, had failed.

Edgar and Margaret Hanbury were orphans; the 
orphan children of Mrs. Thewley's only brother Edgar. 
Mrs. Thewley gladly opened the door to this addition 
to her household, and would have received both bov 
and girl to her childless hearth and motherly arms, 
liad not another relative put in a claim for the care of 
one of the orphans. This was an uncle on the 
mother's side, and with him Edgar went to live.

Perhaps Edgar Haubury's early training had not 
been of the most judicious character. Or Aunt 
Thewley's prejudices might have had something to do 
with it, but from some cause or other she and her 
young nephew never got on together. In the long 
ago she had strongly disapproved of her brother's 
marriage with pretty Margaret Pearson, and this had 
loloured her views as to all that lady's connections. 
3ver and over again she told herself " it was a great 
)ity that Edgar, who required extremely careful 

management, should have fallen into such hands." 
A shake of the noble-looking grey-crowned head, and 
a momentary closing of the white eyelids—a habit 
with Mrs. Thewley when she would shut out some 
displeasing remembrance—deplored more forcibly 
;han words the extent of so great a misfortune. 

Had she and her faithful personal attendant had

the care of him he would have been vastly different— 
more like his sister; sweet-tempered and unselfish; 
but Margaret, in fact, resembled her mother, and it 
would have been contrary to her nature to have been 
otherwise than what she was. While Edgar, un 
palatable as it would have been to the mistress of 
Hadlow Cottage to have beard so, unmistakably in 
herited his late father's most unattractive qualities. 
There was the same quick temper, the same impa 
tience of control, the same vacillating temperament, 
with the old weakness of not being able to look dan 
ger calmly and steadily in the face.

Not that Edgar or his 'father before him were 
cowards. Of physical courage each had plenty : each 
in his own headstrong way would have rushed to 
battle unarmed, even against a host of Zulus if 
necessary. But in that other courage, for lack of 
which so many fall, both were sadly wanting.

In moral courage, Edgar the younger, like Edgar 
the elder, was deficient. But in the case of the latter, 
there had been the influence of the gentle, loving 
wife to smooth his difficulties, and to make the best 
of him; and certainly if it had not been for her 
power over him Edgar Hanbury's good qualities 
might have lain dormant.

Happily, young Edgar was his father's prototype 
in other matters. There was the same hatred of all 
that was ignoble and mean. The same love of truth, 
and admiration of heroic deeds; the same sympathy 
and pity for helplessness and distress—indeed, the 
same kindly heart beating in the sou as through life 
characterized the father. But—that little word that 
at times detracts so much from human goodness— 
for all this young Edgar's failings were manifold; 
and no one knew "them better than his Aunt 
Thewley.

Notwithstanding Margaret's efforts to suppress 
them, two bright drops fell, one after another, on to 
Princess's soft fur coat, an interruption to her slum 
bers which that beauty resented, by raising a paw, 
armed with claws stretched to their fullest extent to 
keep the young girl at bay.

But even Princess's short-tempered actions failed 
to bring a smile to Margaret's lips, and drive the 
frown from Mrs. Thewley's brow.

After a few moments the silence was broken by 
the elder lady.

" No, Margaret, you cannot put any faith in his 
promises."

" But,, indeed I do, Aunt—the grand thing is to 
get him to promise; when once he does so it is all 
right."

" Child, you nearly put me out of patience with 
your blind faith, in what I must really call a most 
unworthy object. Edgar never will be other than ' a 
rolling stone;' and we must feel really thankful if 
he keeps himself from public disgrace."

Margaret rose quickly, and turned to the window ; 
that slight action aided her in suppressing the burst 
of indignation that came to her lips at this aspersion 
on her brother's character; but her eyes gleamed 
restlessly from under their long lashes, and it was 
several moments before she was quite able to answer 
quietly.

" I don't think Edgar will ever disgrace himself or 
us either, Aunt."

This remark might have brought forth a few more 
of Mrs. Thewley's opinions, had she not at this mo 
ment lost her needle : in the hunt that ensued for its 
recovery Edgar Hanbury and his doings were for 
gotten.

dfe -^ ''f •% "-

Some days later the postman brought a letter to 
Hadlow Cottage. " For Miss Margaret," announced 
Sophia, as she handed it in at the sitting-room.

"From Edgar! " Margaret opened the letter and 
began to read. Mrs. Thewley looked as she always 
did on such occasions, as though she were preparing 
herself for the worst. But the gleam of triumph in 
Margaret's eyes, and the smile curving her lips, were 
hardly the forerunners of bad news.

" He has it, Aunt."
Margaret's bright glance was answered by a look 

of incredulity.
" Yes, he has it; I told you he had promised to try 

for it—and now he's succeeded/'
" How long will he keep it ?" asked Mrs. Thewley, 

with an ominous shake of the head, " not a month, 
perhaps, and then be out of a situation."

" Aunt, dear, do look on the bright side of Edgar's 
character ; he has promised to keep this situation, 
and I know he will."

Mrs. Thewley could not resist her niece's pleading 
voice: checking her desire to further unburden her 
mind she changed the subject by wondering how 
Beatrice Gilmour and her mother were getting on.
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The Gilmours were old friends of Mrs. Thewleys, 

and since the death of Mr. Gilmour their circum 
stances had been greatly 'straitened. For many 
months they had had a hard struggle to exist at all ; 
but it is a long road that has no turning, and that very 
day a letter came from Mrs. Gilmour containing 
more satisfactory news than had been heard of her 
for a long time.

I To return to Edgar Hanbury. By great good for 
tune he had been the one chosen out of several hun 
dreds of applicants to fill the vacancy in the firm of 
Legget, Small & Co. He had at last secured a good 
thing, and with steadiness and perseverance he was 
now a made man.

Of course he was greatly elated with his new pros 
pects. When he obtained his last situation, which he 
did in a most fortunate manner, it was just the same. 
He entered into the engagement in excellent spirits. 
But alas! he so soon tired of the same round of 
duties. He got wearied of his employers, so to say, 
and was. always seeking continual change. His Aunt 
Thewley might well call him a rolling stone, and fear 
that in a few months' time, or even less, he would 
again be looking for something fresh.

But in his letter to "little Madge," he had pro 
mised to keep this. " No more changes for me—now 
I'm settled, "he wrote. Memory of which sentence sent 
" Little Madge " singing softly about her work for 
the rest of that day and many following. But Aunt 
Thewley, whenever Edgar's name was mentioned, 
still continued to shake her head and sigh.

Under such an influence Madge might have lost 
faith in her brother, had she not availed herself of a 
means open to all—a means more potent for the wel 
fare of others than all else besides. Faith in the 
power of prayer gave the unvaried light to Mar 
garet's eyes, and an unfluctuating cheerfulness to her 
mind. She believed that by petitions for our loved 
ones at the throne of grace we form a stronger pro 
tection around them than by any other way.

* * . . * . * * - Time went on, bringing little change in the lives
of the residents at Hadlow Cottage. Edgar had been 
in his new situation a twelvemonth, and really was 
giving no cause for his relatives to complain of him. 
Bat Aunt Thewley—so firmly were her old preju 
dices rooted in her mind—still persisted in her pre 
conceived opinions, that Edgar would never do any 
good for himself or others. It was in vain that Mar 
garet defended her brother, and grew warmly indig 
nant at every aspersion, thrown on his character; 
Aunt Thewley obdurately refused to believe ; and 
"little Madge" at length desisted from argument, 
content to let events speak for themselves.

CHAPTER III.
HADLOW COTTAGE was situated in a very pretty 
part of Essex. Charming lanes and very picturesque 
walks abounded in its neighbourhood; and in spring 
and summer the air was fragrant with the sweet scent of flowers.

The mistress of the pleasant dwelling, which was 
a_ perfect bower of freshness and comfort, had a very 
kind heart where her prejudices were not affected. 
As the spring came on and the country advanced in 
beauty, she began to cogitate over a plan that she 
thought would give pleasure and be of benefit to another.

" Margaret, my dear." Mrs. Thewley never glad 
dened her niece's ears 'by the loving sound of Madge 
or " Little Madge "—perhaps for no other reason 
than that Edgar called her such. " Margaret, my 
dear, I've a plan in my head that I think you will 
like very much. I'm thinking of having a little 
company this spring." Madge's eyes brightened 
when the look of astonishment, that such a proposi tion called forth, passed from her face.

"Yes, Aunt—who's coming?"
"I have been thinking," replied Mrs. Thewley, 

slowly, as she bent over her knitting, " that a little 
change would do Mrs. Gilmour and Beatrice good; 
and as soon as Sophia gets forward with the spring- 
cleaning, and we are all to rights again, I'll ask them to come."

Madge only knew Mrs. Gilmour and Beatrice by name, she had seen them once long ago, but per 
sonally remembered as little of them as they did of her.

Visitors at Hadlow Cottage were almost unkown; 
and the prospect of such caused quite a pleasant 
excitement. The little preparation made in their 
flonour was an agreeable change from the everyday 
routine; though all the household, even to Princess,

were sadly put about by the extra polishing and dust 
ing, on which Sophia insisted in view of the proposed 
invitation. Hadlow Cottage was always a model of 
tidiness and brightness, but by the time the invitation 
was sent to Mrs. Gilmour, the good old mahogany 
furniture would have made capital substitutes for 
looking-glasses, so highly was it polished for the 
occasion of the visit.

Mrs. Gilmour gladly accepted the kind proposal 
for herself and daughter; and that day week they 
arrived at Hadlow Cottage.

Margaret and ,! Beatrice were soon good friends; 
and Aunt Thewley and Mrs. Gilmour spent pleasant 
hours in reviving old memories of the long ago.

Sorrow had pressed somewhat heavily on each; 
but the clouds had not been unaccompanied by sun 
shine, which had struggled through the gloomiest 
hour. To each was tempered the wind as she best 
could bear it.

Mrs. Gilmour was rich in the love of her child, in 
the growing certainty of a happy future for her—at 
least a future that promised well.

A serene expression lighted her fine features as 
she sat in her friend's sunny parlour the day after 
her arrival. She and her old friend were the only 
occupants of the room; the warm afternoon had 
tempted Margaret and Beatrice into the rustic garden 
with its varied greenery.

The sight of the young girls deepened the light in 
Mrs. Gilmour's face. They seemed so happy to 
gether, and now and then, their faces dimpled into 
smiles. Mrs. Thewley followed the direction of her 
friend's eyes, and smiled, too.

" Beatrice is a pleasant companion for Margaret— 
they seem to have plenty to talk about.''

" Yes; I wonder if Bee has told her anything yet P 
about herself I mean," exclaimed Mrs. Gilmour, in 
answer to Mrs. Thewley's look of inquiry. "At any 
rate, she won't mind my telling you," she added.

Then was narrated in low, gentle tones, while the 
speaker herself looked as though she was living over 
again, her own young days, with its golden dreams 
and hopes, the story of Beatrice's engagement. " I 
think she will be- very happy," concluded Mrs. Gil 
mour, with a grateful inflection of voice.

"I'm very pleased to hear it." Mrs. Thewley 
paused abruptly; but her friend, who knew her so 
well, surmised what was in her mind. "But you 
are afraid we are over-estimating her prospect of 
happiness," she said, smiling.

"'No, not that; but you know it is a leap, and 
young men are'——" The shake of Aunt Thewley's 
head said the rest.
.; "Yes, some are thoughtless and unsatisfactory," 
admitted Mrs. Gilmour, a shade of seriousness over 
shadowing her benign countenance, which brightened 
again as she added, " but "Bee's fiance is all that we 
could wish, steady, persevering, kind-hearted and, 
above all, a Christian—without that assurance no 
woman can anchor her hope of being happy; but 
with the Saviour as his acknowledge Master, no man 
will ever go far wrong," added Mrs. Gilmour, gently, 
her eyes shining forth her faith in the assertion.

A deep sigh from Aunt Thewley fell on her ears; 
and Mrs. Gilmour saw by the uneasy set of her mouth 
that something was troubling her. It was not the 
practice of the mistress of Hadlow Cottage to spread 
domestic grievances, but in the case of her old friend 
she would make the exception—it would relieve her 
mind to speak of the harassment that oppressed it.

" I wish so good an account could be given of every 
young man," she said, fervently; adding impres 
sively, " but there are sad exceptions, Eachel—there's 
Margaret's brother——"

"I didn't know she had one," interrupted Mrs. 
Gilmour.

"Ah! his mother's family brought him up!" the 
usual shake of the head and closing of the eyelids, 
implied all that entailed. "And he is just the 
opposite of all you've described, unstable, vacillating, 
devoid of moral courage—indeed, there's no depen 
dence on him whatever. I've long ceased to put 
faith in his promises." If Aunt Thewley had said 
she never trusted in them she would have been more 
correct; for in Edgar's case prejudice had always 
blinded her eyes.

Mrs. Gilmour looked concerned and sympathetic, 
"Well, but he may alter," she answered, hopefully ; 
" the friend of whom I've been speaking, was not 
always as steady-going as he is now ; but——"

" Ah, he's different. I'm sadly afraid "——the 
words ended in a sigh of more than usual length, and 
it was a moment or two before the venerable head be 
came quite still again.

To divert her friend's thoughts, Mrs. Gilmour re 
turned to the subject of Bee's prospects, with a brief

account of the manner in which she and her daughter 
became acquainted with the subject of her conversation. 

" They had known one another by sight for some 
time ; but it was not till they met at a local gathering 
in the neighbourhood, and were introduced, that they 
got upon speaking terms/'

" What name did you call him just now P " Mrs. 
Thewley's question remained unanswered, for at that 
moment the girls returned to the sitting-room. Per 
haps the conversation they had in the garden had 
somewhat to do with the rather brillianthue of Beatrice's 
cheeks ; or it might have been entirely owing to the 
salubrity of the air; anyhow, her eyes had an addi 
tional sparkle, while Madge's literally danced with 
suppressed mirth.

The postman now began to pay regular visits to 
Hadlow Cottage, and Sophia, with much importance 
and no little ceremony announced, "for Miss Gil 
mour," as she handed Beatrice the letters ; which 
were slipped quietly into her pocket till she had some 
undisturbed moment to read them.

A part of one of these letters, at her mother's request, 
Beatrice read aloud one afternoon to Aunt Thewley 
and Margaret. The warm Spring sunshine streamed 
into the pretty room on to the work' the ladies were 
busily engaged on. The low soft tones of the speaker's 
voice lent a pathos to the words, adding a charm 
to the surroundings which were not without their 
effect on their hearers.

It was a simple statement of a meeting the writer 
of the letter was at, with an account of his own feel 
ings on the subject.

It was a temperance gathering, and Beatrice's cor 
respondent wrote of the good such meetings were 
likely to do, and of the pleasure in assisting by 
example and effort in such a cause—the true happi 
ness to be derived in doing the Master's work. There 
were many simple and beautiful ideas on the subject in 
tended for Beatrice's eyes alone, but she read them out 
for the public good. When she finished there was a 
pause for a moment, while Aunt Thewley removed 
her glasses and wiped them with her white cambric 
handkerchief.

As soon as she could steady her voice she mur 
mured, " Beautiful, my dear, beautiful; it has touched 
a chord of memory. It reminds me so much of my 
dear brother Edgar; he had just such sentiments, 
noble and good."

Aunt Thewley was not the only one affected by the 
simple lines. " Little Madge" seemed well nigh 
choked with her feelings; while Mrs. Gilmour was 
quietly pleased with the effect the reading had on the 
hearers.

" The young man who wrote that has a beautiful 
mind, my dear," Aunt Thewley said in her most im 
pressive manner to Beatrice; " no girl need be afraid 
to trust her happiness in his keeping. I only wish 
there were a few more such. I shall be delighted to 
make his acquaintance."

" Will you really, Mrs. Thewley ? I shall be so 
pleased. He, I know will like to come down here." 
Beatrice stammered and blushed with pleasure as she 
spoke.

That afternoon an invitation was sent to Mrs. Gil 
mour's future son-in-law to come and spend the fol 
lowing Saturday and Sunday at Hadlow Cottage.

Saturday came; the guest was to arrive by the 
five o'clock train. Half-an-hour previous to that 
time Beatrice went upstairs to put on her hat and get 
ready to go to the station.

Margaret remained with her aunt and Mrs. Gil 
mour. The swing of the garden gate, followed by a 
brisk, firm tread on the gravel walk, diverted the at 
tention of the three ladies from the book that the 
youngest of the party was reading aloud.

A look of surprise, followed by an expression of 
annoyance, destroyed the pleasant look of Aunt Thew 
ley's face, as she uttered the word,"Edgar!"

"Edgar, my own dear brother!" exclaimed Mar 
garet, as she looked through the window and 
hastened to the door to meet him.

Mrs. Thewley began to sigh as Edgar entered the 
room; and held out her hand not too cordially as she 
asked, "Come to tell us that you are out of a situa 
tion, or—"

" That I'm engaged to be married," interrupted her 
nephew laughing, "and I'm come to hear your opinion 
of my choice of a, wife—anyhow, aunt, I have come at 
your own invitation."

Mr,?. Thewley's bewilderment in noways diminished 
as Edgar and Mrs. Gilmour, when the latter could 
overcome her astonishment, warmly greeted one 
another. By this time Beatrice arrived on the scene,
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and the new arrival's salutation to her did not mend
matters.

" What does it all mean P " demanded Aunt
Thewley turning to Margaret, who looked as
though she was in possession of the whole matter. 

" It means, dear aunt," she murmured lovingly,
" That Beatrice's fiance, whom by report you admire
so much, and my brother Edgar, are one and the
same."

" And do you forgive me, dear Mrs. Thewley,"
asked Beatrice, as she laid her own little hand in that
of the old ladyX "in keeping the secret from you?" 

Of course, Aunt Thewley forgave them all. Even
Edgar was received into favour; and for once, let us 
hope for ever, the mistress of Iladlow Cottage forgot 
her early prejudices, and smiled benignly on her 
nephew.

Before the end of his visit she certainly changed her 
spectacles as far as he was concerned. " ' Do well to 
yourself, and others will think well of you,' is a true 
saying," she reflected, as she viewed the young man 
with some piide as they all walked home from the 
church on the Sunday morning. " It is a true saying 
certainly," she repeated, as her thoughts lighted her 
face with a pleasant smile.

In the course of the day Mrs. Gilmour told her olc 
friend of her own and Beatrice's first encounter ol 
Edgar. That episode of the long ago, when he anony 
mously sent them the bundle of wool. Beatrice 
always had her own ideas as to the donor of it, and 
she had the pleasure of bringing it satisfactorily home 
to him.

Aunt Thewley was much pleased with the incident. 
One by one old prejudices slipped from her, and 
Madge's faith that Aunt Thewley would one day view 
Edgar's conduct through diffeient spectacles was at 
] ist rewarded. SUSIE.

IHI QldfiTeaivs gone, wa saw him go
Beyond the portals of the gate ; 

His bended form, and footsteps slow,
His face so saddened and sedate. 

And in the night, when silence dwells,
And sleep has hushed the busy throng, 

The iron tongues of many bells _
Ring out his sad, departing song.

We saw him cast his deadened eyes
Upon the world he leaves behind; 

Glance at the gloomy, lowering skies,
While round him played the chilly wind. 

We saw him journey through the snow,
'Till his old form was lost to view, 

And we were glad to see thee go
Old year, that we might hail the New.

And so there comes with glowing cheeks,
To this old world the Baby Year, 

'Cross snowy vales, and icy peaks;
We give thee cordial welcome here. 

With timid steps he mounts his throne,
With peaceful sceptre in his hand, 

To rule our little world alone,
And happier make our Fatherland.

The dead year's footprints linger yet,
That teem with misery and strife, 

We still remember and regret
The failures of his busy life. 

The cries of hunger still rebound
From shore to shore, from sea to sea; 

0, Baby Year, may there be found
A glad deliverer in thee!

This is the Alpha of thy reign,
The crown is young upon thy brow, 

Thy heart is free from every pain,
And only sunshine greets thee now. 

But know thou that thy path is hard,
And hidden dangers thee await; 

But courage ! thou wilt meet reward,
And we shall hail thee yet as great.

0, men ! 0 brothers ! of one creed,
O women ! of a kindred race, 

This is the chosen time to lead
A purer life of love and grace. 

Bury thy passions with the year
That now has faded from our view ; 

And so begin with hope and cheer
Thy little wayward lives anew.

HEEBEKT H. ADAMS.

WITH THE EVANGELICAL ALLIANCE.

that is to say, the everyone 
who reads newspapers " fresh and fresh " 
as they come from the printers' baking 
oven, knows that the Evangelical Alli 
ance held its great international meeting 
at Copenhagen, at the end of this past 
August of 1884, and the beginning of 

September.
Full accounts of the prayer meetings, the sermons, 

the addresses, and of every other detail connected with 
it in its distinctly religious aspect, have appeared in 

j the various publications specially devoted to such 
topics. But for this magazine I would fain draw a 
word picture of the preeminently picturesque scenes 
incidents, and pleasant doings of one very especia 
red-letter day out of the nine devoted to the Confer 
ence.

" On Wednesday, the 3rd of September, there is to 
be no meeting in the afternoon at the Bethesda 
Mission Hall, as on the other days, but all the mem 
bers and friends of the Evangelical Alliance now 
present in Copenhagen, are invited to take part in 
an excursion."

Such was the intimation given to us all, and we all 
accepted it to the number of a thousand or more. The 
excursion was to Roeskilde, the royal burial place of 
Denmark, and a railway'journey of about three-quar 
ters of an hour took us there.

We expected to be pleased; we were all, English, 
Danes, Swedes, Germans, French, Norwegians, and 
Americans, prepared to be happy, but, as far as I can 
learn, not one of the great polyglot gathering had 
realized beforehand the strangeness, the vividness, I 
will even say the sublimity of that of which we each 
were atoms.

Such a living picture few indeed, if any, of the 
readers of this, or any paper have ever hitherto 
seen,' as lived and moved before the eyes of those 
many hundreds of members of the Evangelical Alli 
ance, who each, themselves, individually, helped to 
form the spectacle. - *-

A mass of people all with one mind, one soul,—one 
face may one say, so set were all and each to the same 
thought, the same inspiration,—walking in a compact, 
moving crowd onwards through the streets of a little 
town of northern Europe; men and women of the 
higher middle ranks of life, far removed, most of 
them, from what the world terms " enthusiasts," of 
every shade almost of opinion that is embraced under 
the one general term '' Protestant;" sounds all 
around of nearly every tongue known to civilization; 
young and old, men of eighty years old and upwards, 
and boys and bright-eyed girls, all there with their 
white and red striped ribbons on their breasts, in open 
acknowledgment that they were " not ashamed of the 
gospel of Christ." St. Paul knew nothing of Den 
mark and its little town of Roeskilde; knew nothing 
of Methodists, Baptists, Independents, Free Kirks, 
and Established Churches, but he did know somewhat 
of the mind of Christ, he did know something 
of what should be the spirit of those who were not 
"ashamed" of His gospel, and his heart would have 
beat in glad unison with many a heart in the streets 
of Roeskilde on the 3rd of last September had even 
he, the apostle to us Gentiles^ been present with 
his " brethren beloved in the Lord."

Is there any need to pay anything of the bright 
sky, cloud-flecked, of the glints of sun light resting on 
walls; clean, clear windows filled, literally filled with 
wondering, kindly, sympathetic countenances; of the 
innumerable red and white banners floating from 
every available point in sign of welcome to the crowd 
ing visitors.

Something must be said of- the fine, but singular 
looking cathedral, with its peculiar internal brick 
ornamentation, and splendid mausoleum chapels ; its 
short and impressive service, with the rich volumes 
of sound in the hymns, and the curious Henry 
VIII. frilled collars of the dean and his brother 
pastors.

How we were " fed" is, and ever must be an 
immense puzzle tome; but fed we were, and most 
amply, and we were a hungry multitude.

One of our hosts, in a merry Danish speech of 
welcome, said that "• how to provide acceptably 'for 
such diverse national tastes had somewhat perplexed 
them for a time, but at last memory had come to their 
aid, and behold, their task was quite easy. _Plenty of 
meat sandwiches for the English, vin ordinaire for the

French, cigars and sausage for the Germans, sour 
bread and fish for the Danes, and black bread with 
cheese for their Swedish friends."

To judge by our eager acceptance of the viands pro 
vided, our hosts and their memory deserved all grati 
tude. " ENGLISH TEA! " with a very fairy god 
mother's supply of cakes, such as Hans Christian 
Andersen's own generous Danish imagination might 
have supplied, came as the wind up, before we were 
led back to the gas illumined cathedral for a parting 
service of song.

And so to the railway station, with our good English 
Lord Mayor in our company, and back to Copenhagen 
and our hotels, enriched by a recollection that must 
ever be a thrilling sermon of itself, and that I, for 
one, pray may never fade. GEACE STUBBING.
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